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As the new editor of the POINTER NEWS, I am taking this space to 
welcome you, the reader, to our first issue. I am certain you will find 
some things which will relate, almost automatically, to your own life. For 
you readers who are fortunate enough tonot be incarcerated, at the present, 
we hope this material will give you some insight into prison as we know it, 
and a better understanding of the humans that are forced to wear the heavy 
burden of 'convict' through their daily lives. 

This publication is intended to be a means of communication for the 
inmates, and I as editor, will do all I can to make it just that. In times 
past, even though the intent was probably there, the POINTER NEWS never 
grew from it's adolescence into adulthood. I make this judgement on the 
basis that a penal publication having reached maturity should be able to 'say 
it likeitis'. Unfortunately, most of the writing that comes from inside the 
wall is dressed up with flowery words, false praises, the theoretical pro- 
grams andother forms of literal trickery which draw a picture of conditions 
in a prison that are, to say the least, far from the truth. I realize the 
change to the truth, as I see it, will be somewhat slow and painfull, but 
then and only then, will the publication be of real, effective, and lasting 
value. 

One of the stumbling blocks all penal publications has, is that of cen- 
sorship by the administration. Even though this can be a rather large pro- 
blem at times, I believe the situation can be avoided to a large extent by 
tactfully presenting both sides of the problem. If this theory is correct in 
this case, I should be the editor of this paper for quite some time----- as 
I have afive year to life sentence. If not, I will probably be spending some 
time in the maximum security facility and you the reader will have the 
opportunity to see how the next editor will handle the paper. Needless to 
say, I have every intention of staying on the job, but, only time will tell. 

Inthis issue we have a page submitted my Miss Sandra Mannix who will 
be the reporter for the Womens Dorm. She has her head 'together' pretty 
good, so as time paints out the future, we should be seeing some interest- 
holding things from Sandy. 

There is a picture tour of the Felon Follies, various cartoons and 
poems which attempt to depict some of the ways a prison is seen, from the 
eyes of the prisoner. While this issue was in the planning stages, we had 
two of our brothers 'dusted' in their attempt to flee from the law----their 
obituraries are part of this issue and is our way of saying----Later-----~ 

School is apretty big thing around here, sowe have included a rundown 
of the graduation ceremony for the high school, the eigth grade certificates, 
and graduation from a couple or so of the vocational training classes. To 
go hand in hand with this, we have prepared a picture-plus look at the two 
federal vocational programs now in operation here at the medium security 
facility. 

Also in this issue, we have included a couple of things which we hope 
will let the women who sacrifice so much in order to stand by their loved 
ones, know that their efforts do not go unnoticed. 

It is my desire that the articles will be of assistance in the endless 
search for self improvement, which we should all be on. Any suggestions 
you may wish to submit for the improvement of the POINTER NEWS will 


be appreciated. ; 
Kelvin V. Neilson, Editor 


THE WOMEN'S SIDE OF THINGS 
Slaletatatatel By Sandra Mannix 


It seems that the Women's Facility has not contributed any news items 
to this paper for at least two years. As we all know, a lot can transpire in 
that time. From all indication the Women's Facility is no exception. 


School release is one of the biggest advancements that has taken place. 
There has been four girls given this opportunity. This not only inables the 
girls to have something constructive going for them when they leave, but 
makes the adjustment of going from a long period of incarceration, to street 
life, alittle easier. There is also indications that a work release program 
is going to be given in the future. 


Aside from school release, I believe that home visits is another priv- 
ilege that increases initiative in the girls. This gives something to look for- 
ward to, and to work for. 


Another privilege that has been given, is primarily for Minimum B 
card holders. It is in the form of off ground activities. May 16, four girls 
made a trip to the Hansen Planetarium. This was enjoyed by those that at- 
tended andthere are future plans being considered now, The remaining girls 
enjoyed an outside "Fun Day". 


We also have a Gavel Club that is sponsored by Mr. Workman. This is 
held twice a month and is very beneficial to the six members. On February 
23rd, there was a debate, electricity vs. gas, the outcome of this was judged 
by a representative from Mountain Fuel Supply and Mr. Franchina. The res- 
olutes were in favor of electricity. 


There are two therapy groups for this dorm. The first is held in the 
dorm by Mr. Roe and most of the girls take advantage of it. The second is 
a mixed group at Minimum conducted by Mr. Melon. There are four girls 
attending this group; Linda Burkhart, Helen Padgett, Judy Leggroan and my- 
self. 


I'd like to take this opportunity, and the rest of the dorm will join me 
in congratulating the men that took part in the Felon Follies. We enjoyed the 
show very much and realize the planning and work that must have gone into 
making it the enormous success it was. 


And of course you've heard about the man who never worried about his 
marriage until he moved from New York to California and discovered that he 
still had the same milkman. 


As the guests from the somewhat 'free' world entered the auditorium, 
they were greeted by the group of men you see in the above photo. This was 
quite a pleasant surprise for most of the people, or so the smiles would have 
you believe. The above mentioned group is led by none other than that record- 
ing artist by the tag of "10427''--------------- Mr. Lou Tryfonas. The other 


show; but then, into every life a little rain must fall. Even though some das- 
terdly criminal seems to have ‘ripped off' my notebook with the story I had 
written for the paper, I will do what I can to fill you in on the background of 
this year's Follies and then, rather than go on written word after written word, 
I will take you on a short picture tour of what the show looked like from the 
eye of a camera. 

About two months before the show was to be presented, several men 
were already working to make the thing a success. As far as I could tell from 
my limited amount of snooping around, the three men most responsible for 
making this year's show were Lou Tryfonas, James M. (Mike) Jones, and 
Johnny Sosa. Although all of the entertainers put in long hours of practice, 


failure to give these men an extra word of recognition would be a bigger crime 
than some of us are incarcerated for. 

In the background of all the pictures, you will notice paintings on the 
walls and backdrops. These were done by two very talented men known as 
Dale Denning, and Richard Jones. It is too bad the pictures don't show the 
fantastic job they did with the color work. It is very difficult for me to try 
and imagine what the stage and surrounding area would have looked like if it 
were not for their efforts. 

As I mentioned earlier, the written material I had on the Follies is no 
longer in my possession, so even though I would like to give credit to the men 
on the stage crew, lights, ushers and ect., by listing their names, I am now 
regretfully stating that it won't be possible. 

One thing that does need to be mentioned before we get into the picture 
tour is the consideration shown by some of the men in the way they helped 
outside guests who were phisically unable to maneuver easily. It changed 
some of the bigotted, preconceivedopinions that many of the people had towards 
inmates. These actions went a long way in bridging that old gap between in- 
mates and members of the 'outside' world. 

I would like to mention the fact that the show played to a full house al- 
most every night, and thus, can be considered not only as an entertainment 
success, but also a financial one. To you people who made it to the show---- 
thank you for doing your part in making this one of the more enjoyable events 
here at the prison. 

Incidently, the picture below is somewhat appropriate as the fellow is 
apparently doing quite a job as a showman. 


(above) The individuals given credit 

for putting together this year's show 
are from left: Lou Tryfonas, Mike 

Boone, Joe Valdez, Mr. Hobbs, and 
Mr. Blackburn. 


(right) Mike Neilson, left, and his 
jovial assistant Ron Kennedy were 
the men responsible, as far as I'm 
concerned, for making the sound 
system 'do its thing’. 


(above) The group above is led by J. Mike Jones on the electric lead guitar 
(far Right) and as you can tell by the expression on his face, he was gettin! 
into it. One of the groups best received numbers was written by Mike. The 
rest of the group is made up of (from left) Dennis Hunter, Dennis Nohava, 
and Johnny Sosa. 


(left) In this picture Johnny Sosa is doing a 
solo out in front of the curtain. He did a 
couple of Bob Dylan songs, and each night 
did such an excellent job that the audience 
called for an encore. 


(above) A very popular feature of the Follies was a boxing skit that by means of satire, 
attempted to depict the form of honesty and fair play we have here at the prison. From 
left: George Golish, Arthur Holston (hidden), Don Williams, Tony Lona, Chris Ortega, 
Dale Denning, John Maes, and Jesse Gilpin. 


(below) The Weepers, a pantomine group, did a couple of things and Jerry Christensen 
(in dress) without a doubt brought the heaviest laughter from the audience. Wayne 'Wee- 
py'’ Johnston was the lead performer and responsible for getting the show 'on the road’. 

In the photo from left to right: Wayne Johnston, John Torres, Jerry Christensen, Sammy 
Chavez, and Oliver Jenkins. . 
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(above) For this group's performance Johnny Sosa has taken over on the lead guitar 
and called the group the "Bronze Bubble’. The members that are pictured from left: 
Ralph Gomez, Julian Sosa (arm visible), Johnny Sosa, Roger Trujillo, and Cass Wil- 


liams. 


(below) Roy Price was flat gettin' after that horn as this picture was taken. The group 
put on a show that left the people knowing they had been entertained by professionals. 
Left to right: Lindell Newton, Ralph Gomez, Johnny Sosa (behind on the drums), Roy 
Price, Lou Tryfonas, and Cass Williams. 


(above) Buddy Washington not only sang and performed as though he knew just how 
to please the crowd, Buddy sang two numbers each night, announced for the boxing 
skit, and did some work on jokes. Because of this, it's pretty safe to say he did 
more than his share to make the show a success. His back-up is from left: Lin- 
dell Newton, Lou Tryfonas, Johnny Sosa, and Roy Price. 


(below) John Underwood did such a fantastic job of acting in the skit below that I 
won't even try to put words on it. The old phrase 'out of sight' seems to fit some- 
what perfectly here. His helpers were D. Wilkerson, W. Samply, W. McCormick, 
K. Decamp and Julian Sosa. Incidently, the skit was a satire of an operation and 
did a great job of stimulating audience reaction. 


(left) On the left is Ernie Boston who really 
did a job as Master of Ceremony at this year's 
Felon Follies. The show certainly would have 
been at a loss without the effort Ernie put forth, 
The man standing on the right is William Me- 
Cormick and I believe one of the best sports 

in the "joint". His jokes brought the desired 
effects from the crowd. 


(below) Ken Moeller sang two western songs and the audience rewarded him with 
a warm round of applause. Pictured below from left: Lindell Newton, Lou Try- 
fonas, Lico Valdez, Ken Moeller, and Ralph Gomez. 


"Born Free" was the song Jesse Garcia was singing when this picture was 
taken. In the show, Jess did "Born Free"'and one other song which brought 
a very warm reaction from the audience. The photographer cut off the bass 
guitar player (Harry Maestas) but the rest of the group is shown from left 
to right: Johnny Sosa, drums; James 'Mike' Jones, lead guitar; Dennis 
Nohava, rhythm guitar. 


Closing out the show was the group 10427" doing several numbers in which 
the lead singer, Lou Tryfonas, did his own thing, and in addition to that, 
imitated some other popular country singers. His best imitation was that 
of Johnny Cash. Below from left to right are Lindell Newton, Lou Try- 
fonas, Johnny Sosa (behind Cymbal), Cass Williams, and Frank Gomez. 


INMATE OF THE ISSUE 


The Pointer News feels it has a duty to introduce it's veaders to some of 
the more outstanding individuals, programs or events which interact with 
our daily lives. So in keeping with this trend of thought, this, our first 
issue from the new staff, has decided to present the most active, colorful, 
newsworthy and didicated of inmates here at the Utah State Prison. This 
ofcourse can be none other than that great green caped crusader, the Frog. 


It appears the Frog is now working on his forth "jolt' here at the prison, 
and even though he kept pretty quite prior to the Felon Follies, he has cer- 
tainly let not only the inmates but the administration know of his presence 
and his unfailing courage. He started by signing various blackboards, doors, 
and stage sets with the inscription, "Beware of the Frog." As this started 
several of the inmates mumbling to themselves or in small groups, it began 
to generate just a touch of resentment in the guards who were doing their 
best to maintain law and order. Needless to say, this reaction from the 
theat' seemed to stimulate our notorious leader----- the Frog. Since then 
the Frog has attached his signiture to the walls in the Chapel, corridor, 
outside walls, tier landings, and------------- across the full length of the 
Captain's desk, just to name a few. In addition to that, he has managed to 
post his words of wisdom on the main bulletin board, make miscellaneous 
phone calls to A.A. meetings, Fish Tier, the Women's Dorm (they dig the 
Frog), and I would imagine at least one of the gun towers. He has accom- 
plished all of this, and more, without once being busted. 


Since we have covered just a few of the Frog's note-worthy activities, tt 
would seem somewhat wise to give you diligent readers a touch of our cru- 
saders background. On the 'bricks' the Frog digs Oldsmaobiles, Crook 
Cigars, Micro-Minies, and 'shades' to cover those rather dilated eyes. 
Our little green cell-block saint believes in putting in long hours ‘doing his 
thing', ov as he so aptly puts it in his own classical words, which will nat- 
urally make history, "If You Snooz------------- You Lose!!!" 


Even though the Frog has done wonders to raise the morale in these rather 
dreary surroundings, Lt. Jack Justin is doing everything in his power to 
capture and then eliminate our caped companion. Sure is too bad that the 
good Li. Justin can't visualize this institution being big enough for himself 
ei and the Frog. 


The opposite page shows a picture which appeared in the Brigham Young 
University paper showing the Frog on one of his visits to the Salt Lake City 
area before his incarceration. This picture tells you that he has had more 
than a little experience with the pollution problem. As he is genuinly con- 
cerned with all civic activities and problems, we feel the Parole Board 


would be doing society a tremendous service by handi oy = 
short date to a termination. DE ee 


THEN 


MY LAWYER 


When grappled in the law's embrace, 
Who first betrayed an anxious face, 
And frain would shield me from disgrace ? 


Who told me I should not confess, 
That he would all my wrongs redress, 
And set me free from all distress? 


When sick in jail, I senseless lay, 
Who took my watch and ring away, 
Lest prowling thieves on me should prey? 


Who to my wealth tenacious clung, 
And for me wagged his oily tongue, 
And at my foes hot embers flung? 


Who told me he was dreadful smart, 
And knew the Law-Books all by heart, 
And always took his client's part? 


Who in court, with peerless pride, 
My rights affirmed, my guilt denied, 
And swore the State's Attorney lied? 


And when the twelve men, in one compound, 
For me a guilty verdict found, 
Who came to staunch my bleeding wounds ? 


Who said my time within the wall, 
Would be exceeding brief and small, 
The minimum, or none at all? 


And when the Judge my doom proclaimed, 
And eight long years of exile names, 
Who looked indignant and ashamed? 


When, at the Sheriff's stern command, 
I for the long-chain, was told to stand, 
Who longest shook and squeezed my hand? 


Who closed the mortgage on my lot, 
Who drove my family from their cot, 
And left them homeless on the spot? 


Who, when of prison clothes I 'm stripped, 
And from these walls am homeward shipped, 
Will get himself immensely whipped? 


--By Lionel Horne in the 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer! 


My Lawyer 


My Lawyer! 


"BULLETIN" 


THE REAL PRISON 


Penal Press by Earl Hyatt Reprinted from the The Castle, Eddyville, Ky. 


The real prison is not the prison outsiders know. The real prison is different, 
real prison is the loneliness that sinks its teeth into the souls of men and the 
emptiness that pushes and swells, and uncertainty that smothers and stifles 
within. 


It is the frustration, futility, and indifference. The veal prison suppresses, 
deadens and crushes each life without consideration. The real prison is the 
regret of the menwho took alife in a moment of anger or robbed or stole some- 
thing to make their unstable lives more livable, and who began to pay for their 
crimes once the moment of passion was spent and have paid for it once, thou- 
sands of ways. 


The narrowness of a cell that crushes and bears down heavily, speaks of the 
real prisons. The favorite song on the radio that stabs and tortures, the 


memory carries easily the tune. The emptiness of the days and the loneliness 
of the nights repeat it endlissly. 


It is the prison only those who have lived within its walls will know...... Yes, 
STUER TET SE this is the real prison. 


C tf Kies - 
ey! 
“RSE Le) 
is 
“ A 
You realize, of course, that you're resisting an officer. . . .” 


THE LONLINESS OF PRISON 
oo--- By Roy Price 


The Lonliness of Prison is so sadly blue; 

To give up the wonderful freedom we once knew. 
These prison walls have you cold and down-hearted, 
And makes you wish you were back where you started... 
To sit here all alone and so forlorn; 

Makes you think, oh God, why was I born. 

But regardless of the heartache, sorrow and strife; 
Maybe something good can come of my life. 

As I sit here in my lonely dark cell; 

I see the road I've taken straight to hell. 

While my eyes grow misty with salty tears; 

I know that I'm facing many, many years. 

The shame I've brought to many others, 

Grieves me deeply, I finally discover. 

To say I'm sorry for all wrongs I've done; 

Just doesn't say it, but leaves out some. 

Those mistakes I've made that put me here; 

Have cut deep furrows and left many fears. 

Yes, the Lonliness of Prison is so sadly blue; 
And when I get my chance to start out anew; 

I'll do my best each day at a time; 

What's more, I'll never steal, not even a dime. 

I shall remember always, those dismal days; 

And when I'm free I'll work for my pay! 


GLISTENING STARS 
----- By Roy Price 


Sitting here watching the glistening of the stars; 
Brings pain to me, behind my prison bars. 
Only God knows the reason why I am here; 
Spending time without those I love so dear. 

Oh, how I miss them, more than you know, 
And I yearn to be with them, heart and soul. 
But I committed a crime and must pay; 

Five years of my life, right to the day. 

No one knows how lonely I feel; 

And it makes me wonder is this real. 

To spend this time so alone and afraid, 

It isn't worth it for the mistake I made. 

Oh God, to be free and home once more; 

I'd love my pretty wife as never before. 

We'd start all over like it once was; 

Giving of ourselves as well as our love. _ 
While sitting together watching the glistening stars; 


We'd hold each other tenderly, never to part! 


THE BOARD 


Now my nerves begin to fray 
All my thoughts go astray 
How I've waited for this day; 


Now I enter their domain 
No more waiting, no more strain 
My freedom I hope to gain; 


In readiness the Board awaits 
Like God at the Pearly Gates 
The Board, ---handler of fates; 


Now they question, now they leer 
Reviewing my record the last 1/2 year 
Then the verdict loud and clear; 


In 5 years, ---we'll rehear!! 


“CLASSIFICATION” 


Guess Who. ns ea tio essen 


PARTING SHOTS 


We the inmates of the Utah State Prison, wish to pay our last respects toa 
very wonderful guy------------~ Mr. Mike Bishop. 


Mike was laid to eternal rest on Friday May 11, 1970. We who knew Mike will 
not soon forget him, for Mike was the kind of person you cannot easily forget. 


Mike's job in the prison was recreation assistant. He received outstanding 
work reports and did all he could in his power to supervise the activities and 
recreation facilities. 


Mike also was a music lover, andliked all types of music and spenta lot of his 
nights here listening to Rock & Roll, and Jazz. 


We who knew Mike will verify that Mike was one of the kindest men at the pri- 
son. One instance that tends to point out this kindness was the time he stood 
up before six inmates who were mistreating pigeons and told them to let the 
birds go or he would defend the pigeons himself. They let the birds go! 


Mike was one of the best athletes here in the prison. He participated in all 
sports outstandingly. 


Mike was always willing to try to better himself here at the prison, and by 
trying to help himself, he always helped us who knew him. Mike was the kind 
of man who believed that we should do all in our power to keep ourselves out 
of this kind of place. Mike was only human, and he had a vice that he was 
unable to overcome and because of it, he was an inmate here more than once. 


Mike was well liked by ali of us who knew him, mainly because he would go 


out of his way to help someone or to please a friend. Mike had many friends 
here at the prison. 


Mike had a great love of life and even here in prison he would not let his love 
for it die. He would always live each day doing something to make the next 
day better, for himselfas well as for someone else. He never gave up trying! 


Mike is no longer with us in body, but he will always live withus who knew him. 
That's one thing that his death can't take away from us. 


Ronald Peachee 
Ray Turnbow 


A CHILD IN PRAYER 
einai by Glen Beers 


"Dear Lord: 

'T was just wondering, could you please bring my daddy back home? 
Mommy is so lonely, and I don't have as much fun as I used to when daddy 
was here. I don't know where he's at, but you do, cause you know every- 
thing.' 

‘Mommy got a letter yesterday, and she read it to me. Daddy said 
that he was tired of being behind bars. I don't know what he meant by that, 
cause we don't have any bars here at home.' 

'Mommy started crying today, and she said that daddy wasn't ever com- 
ing back home, ---why? I don't know why daddy doesn't want to come back 
home, mommy and I love him so much!' 

'A man came to the house today and gave mommy some things. He said 
they had belonged to daddy and that daddy would have wanted her to have 
them. He told me that I was lucky to have had a daddy like that. He said 
that daddy was really agood man. I told him that I didn't care, I just wanted 
daddy to come back home again. Then he said something like, ''Only God 
can bring him back now;"I guess he meant that I would have to ask you to 
ask daddy to come back home to me and mommy. Would you please ?' 


'Lord, it's been almost a year since I asked you to bring daddy home to 
us. Don't you know where he is?" 


(Ed. Note: The words below were handed to me by Dallas Hansen for the 
use here. It was written by his wife Bebe, and he tells me that it was this 
article and his love for her that kept him from running his last time here. 
I feel this is relative since the obituaries of two of our brothers, who were 
running, appear on either side of these facing pages.) 


When the environment of your present home preys on your imagination, 


force it out with realities-------- and reinforce your faith with your know- 
ledge of the "character" of the one dear to you. 


Love is the road to perfection. 
Self-Esteem combats fear of rejection. 


Two avenues are open to you: 
1. revenge or 
2, use your suffering to help others, which only 
those who suffer can do effectively. 


Knowledge that someone cares should lead you to the right decision. YOU 
are responsible for the outcome of your life. 


Peace 
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A TIME TO REMEMBER 


It is times like this that words are hard to express, but you know you 
have to say something because of the concern Melvin Canfield showed to me 
and other people. He was not a man to let life go to waste even though he was 
in prison. He tried to live each day to the fullest by getting the most accom- 
plished every hour of every day. He once told me that if I could do likewise, 
I could look back with no regrets and that I could look forward with full con- 
fidence. 

Melvin dared to be different, but to be himself; he always tried to be 
happy and to enjoy the beautiful ‘hinge of life no matter how difficult times 
seemed to get. When he loved, he loved with all his heart and soul; he belie- 
ved those he loved, loved him. He forgot all the things that he did for his 
friends, but he always remembered what his friends had done for him. He 
disregarded what the world owed to him and concentrated on what he owed to 
the world. Whenever Melvinwas facedwith a difficult decision, he made that 
decision as wisely as possible. Above all, he remembered that God helps 
those who help themselves. 

I don't know what Melvin was to other people, but to me he was a friend 
who showed a great concern for me and other people he had contact with thro- 
ughout his life; because of this, I admire him as a friend should. 

Twould like to believe that if every person tried to do as much as Melvin 
Canfield did for myself and other people, the world would be a better place to 


live. 


Danny Richards 


JUST LIKE HIS DAD 


Well, what are you going to be, my boy, 

When you have reached manhood's years ? 
A doctor, a lawyer, or actor great, 

Throngs moving to heights and tears? 
But he shook his head, as he gave reply 

In a serious way that he had, 
"T don't think I'd care to be any of them, 

I want to be like my Dad." 


He wants to be like his Dad, you men--- 
Did you ever think, as you pause, 
That the boy who watches your every move 

Is building a set of laws ? 
He's molding a life you're the model for, 
And whether it's good or bad, 
Depends on the kind of example set 
To the boy who'd be like his Dad. 


Would you have him go everywhere you go? 
Have him do just the things you do? 
And see everything that your eyes behold, 
And woo all the gods you woo? 
When you see the worship that shines in the eyes, 
Of your lovable little lad. 
Could you rest content if he gets his wish 
And grows to be just like his Dad? 


It's a job that none but yourself can fill, 
It's a charge that you must answer for, 

It's a duty to show him the correct road to tread 
Ere he reaches his manhooda's door. 

On this old earth there is to be had, 
The pleasure of having a boy to raise 

Who wants to be like his Dad! 


By James Cheshire 


GRADUATION 


According to the Utah State Law relative to credits required to gradu- 
ate from high school, thirty-seven students of the South Park Academy were 
qualified to pick up their diplomas. 

After formal introductions ofthe guests from the education department, 
and a few words from Warden Turner, Superintendent Reed H. Beckstead 
of the Jordan School District, Principal Howard C. Evans and a dash of 
music from the school band, three of the graduating students were called 
upon to deliver graduation speaches. First of the students to speak was 
Sarah Ouida Gilbert. She presented a moving speach highlighted by her 
mention of the fact that her daughter was watching her graduate and the 
next evening she was to watch her daughter graduate from her respective 
high school. Then the most honorable William E, Christensenexpressed 
how he had managed to make his incarceration, a potentially negative ex- 
perience, apositive one by the use of education facilities made available to 
him. Lastofthe student speakers was Helen Jeanne Padgett. While looking 
very radiant, she very efficiently expressed the desire she has to use her 
newly acquired training to support herself and her two children. 

The names following this paragraph are those that were qualified to 
receive high school diplomas. 


CANFIELD, Melvin G. LEE, Ralph C. 
CHRISTENSEN, William E. LEGGROAN, Judy C. 
CLARK, Brent R. MANNIX, Sandra L. 
DIAMOND, Merrill R. MECHAM, Glen W. 
DURAN, Thomas E., MONTOYA, Julian H. 
EK, Joe L. NEILSON, Kelvin V. 
FARRELL, Samantha W. K. PADGETT, Helen Jeanne 
FEHMEL, Linda L. B. PALMASANO, Joseph T. 
GILBERT, Sarah O. PASSBORG, Donald W. 
GILL, Richard D. PETERSON, Celia A. 
GILPIN, Jr., Jesse ROGERS, Daniel M. 
HISLOP, Richard M. SMELTZER, David T. 
HOLLEY, Robert W. SMITH, Brent M. 
HOLSTON, Arthur Lee SPENCER, Jr., Kenneth W. 
HULSE, Morris L. SWANSON, Harold L. 
JONES, Richard L. THOMAS, Kaye D. 
KNOWLES, Charles R. WARD, Joseph D. 
KENDRICK, Steven A. WILSON, Clifton P. 


GOBLE, Jr., John 


Seventeen students were eligible to receive eighth grade certificates. 
Listed are the names of those so qualified. 


EIGHTH GRADE CERTIFICATES 


CLEMENTS, Jay Arthur MANZANARES, Larry 
CONALDSON, Henry J. MIERA, Fermin Junior 
FERRE, Scott E. MIERA, Lee 

GARCIA, Charles W. PARABOSCHI, Paul L. 
KRYGER, John M. PARENT, Roberti J. 
LIBERATORE, Sante A. PENA, Louis 

LONG, Anthony L. RIVERA, Arnold B. 
LUCERO, Robert G. SMITH, Brent L. 


STEWART, William F. 


Vocational Training Certificates were issued to the following by the Utah 
Technical College at Provo. 


DRAFTING 
DENNING, Dale LUCERO, Robert 
FARRELL, Douglas MARTINEZ, Leno 
KENDRICK, Steve PEREZ, Patrick 
KIMMEL, Leyland PLESS, John 
LIVINGSTON, Thomas WILLIAMS, Lynn 
LOMBARD, James ZUBECK, Brent 
CULINARY 
THOMAS, Kaye WHITSELL, James 
BOILER FIREMAN 
KIRBY, Ronald BEASLEY, Quentin 
BELT, Albert MURRY, Wayne IRELAND, Steven 
ELECTRICAL 
ARCHULETA, Joe HUNT, Max PECK, Elmer 
AUSTIN, Joseph JACKSON, Larry REED, Gary 
BADHAWK, Douglas JOHNSON, Dale ROBERTS, Kenneth 
BROWN, Paul KEMP, John SHAW, Glen 
FREEMAN, Corless LABATO, Ray SMELTHURST, R. 
EK, Joe LEE, Ralph STROUD, David 
HAGGARD, Keith LUNDGREEN, Steve TANNER, Bobby 
HATHAWAY, Harvey MARTINEZ, Leno TOLMAN, Donald 
HIGGINS, Bill MONTOYA, Gilbert ZINGE, James 
HALL, Richard ORTEGA, Willie ZOLLMAN, Gene 
WELDING 
ALLRED, Paul R. MANZANARES, Larry 
ARCHULETTE, Richardo MONTOYA, Antony 
CASTLEBERRY, George NESSEN, Steve W. 
FERRE, Scott E. OMEDELENA, Peter 
HASTINGS, Kenneth RICE, Sterling 
JACKSON, Larry RIVERA, Arnold B. 
JONES, Max SKEEN, Scott 


SLATER, James H. 


MADSEN, Charles V. 
STUDHAM, Lloyd 


MAES, John Ramon 


HALF-WAY HOUSE 


A milestone in modern penology has been passed in Utah. As of Aug. 
15th, 1970, the Half-Way House will open in Salt Lake City. 

Sponsored by Vocational Rehab, Board of Corrections, State Welfare, 
and other State and Federal agencies, this gigantic step to helping men 
enter society as constructive individuals, will be funded for one year. Only 
30-40 men will begin the program which has a capacity of 60. Others will 
be chosen later. 

The site for this H. W. H. has not been selected as yet, but the furniture 
is already being built in the prison industries. Everyone who is on Work 
Release, or School Release will live at the Half-Way House. 

Qualifications for the H.W.H. include: Minimum ''B" custody; six (6) 
months, or less, to release date; good institutional proficiency and conduct 
records. But most of all, it must fit the overall program of the inmate. (?) 

With the advent of the H.W.H. Warden John W. Turner tells this re- 
porter, "Hopes for the future include a more expanded program, more 
home visits, and the possibility that future minor parole and probation 
violators will be handled at the Half-Way House." 


He wore a little brown hat and trousers and I thought 
he was going to give me a lecture on fire prevention.” 


WHAT ISM. D. T. A.? 
’ By Dan Temple 


M.D.T.A. or Manpower Development Training Act is an experimental program 
financed by the Federal Government designed to return the prisoner to freedom with 
an employable skill and a basic education, both academically and vocationally. 

A few hundred years ago, in England, the problem of a criminal returning to 
prison was almostnil. A criminal was executed or deported. Obviously a dead man 
could commit no more crimes, and if a criminal was transported far enough away 
(say 5,000 to 10,000 miles) they would in the usual course of events never be seen 
again. 

After afew score years of this, the reformers forced the authorities into a more 
humane treatment of thecriminal. Instead of execution, the criminal was put in pri- 
son at 'HARD LABOR' for many years to 'PAY' for their crime. What he was like 
upon release was not the responsibility of the courts, the prison or any other author- 
ity whatsoever. Hewas expected to serve his time (perhaps 5 or 10 years) and when 
he was released he was given a set of work clothes, a saddle (but no horse), some 
spending money, a pep talk from the warden and a prayer from the padre. 

In many jurisdictions, the procedure has changed but little. The ex-convict is 
given his savings for the past few years (or $25), some clothes, a pep talk from the 
warden anda prayer from the preacher and a cynical but true remark from the front 
gate guard about 'seeing you soon'. 

Not typical, but not unusual is the story told about a convict who was released 
after four long years, with $72 he had earned in the plate plant of the prison. He 
went downtown, bought several drinks and invested the rest of his four years wages 
in a pistol. This man was soon caught and returned to prison. He is what is called 
a recividist, a repeater. 

Today, inthis institution there are about 70 inmates who are in the experimental 
program known as M.D.T.A. or more properly M.D.T. There are five trades or 
areas of vocational learning in the program. The first three: 'Auto Mechanics', 
‘Auto Body Repair' and 'Diesel Mechanics' are on the Minimum Security facility and 
because of this, are not available to all otherwise qualified inmates. 

The last two classes are in Medium Security and therefore available to almost 
all inmates. They are 'Machine Shop Setup! and ‘Appliance Repair and Air Condi- 
tioning’, Eachclass has a maximum of 15 students and all Medium Security classes 
are filled. 

Students are paid $20 each week, and are allowed to spend anywhere from $2 to 
$3.50 of this money each week. The remainder is put into an unspendable reserve 
and when this reaches $750, he receives $3.50 a week until graduation. The $750 
is given to the student upon release. 

The course is 48 weeks long, and is an accreditted one taught by personnel from 
Provo Technical College. : 

Classes begin at 8 a.m, and the first two hours are in the classroom, working 
onthe related problems associated with any trade, the study of electricity, mechan- 
ies, behavior of materials, physics of refrigerents, etc. ; 

At 10 a.m. students go to the shops where they work on actual shop project 
througha semi-programmed course, gaining practical experience in the use of hand 
and power tools, repair and replacement of parts, etc. In short, all the practical 
work the tradesman will face is done here. 


At 2:30 p.m. students go back to the classroom where basic academic subjects 
suchas economics, personal development, math communication skills, spelling, vo- 
cabulary building, reading and current events are taught. This period ends at 4 p.m. 

This routine is followed by all students in the Medium Facility. The schedule is 
the same in proportion in the Minimum Facility but the academic school is in the a.m. 
and the shop in the p.m. 

In addition each class attends an hour and a half group therapy session with a 
clinical psychologist once a week. 

Upon release, the student can obtain a tool kit, which includes all the essential 
tools of his trade, if he obtains employment in his trade. These tools are furnished 
by the Office of Rehabilitation Services. 

Tokeep tabs on graduated students, the government has employed a professional 
data gathering agency who will contact all contactable students and pay them for in- 
terviews inorder to determine how effective this particular program is and what the 
results are in 2, 3, and even 5 years. 

M.D.T.A. isbut one of several different experimental programs designed to gath- 
er information and experimental data, through the use of these controlled programs 
and ascertain the effectiveness of many different types of rehabilitation efforts on a 
wide variety of inmates. 

The objective of this program is to try to halt the return to prison of these re- 
cividists, to have taxpayers instead of convicts, There is no one way of achieving 
this goal, justas there is no one way of curing all alcoholics or all cancers. Ashot 
gun approach is necessary, and information obtained from these experimental pro- 
grams will form official judicial and penological opinion for many decades. 


(top) Dr. Jorgesen and Machine Shop 
setup discuss problem during 
weekly group therapy. 


(middle) Group therapy session for 
App. Repair & Air Cond. 
with Dr. Lanward. 


(left) Dr. Landward 


Mike, George, Dale, Joe and Roger get instruction from Terry Hansen 
during milling machine operation. 


Appliance Repair and Air Conditioning class at work. Mike, Bruce and 


John work on automatic washer while John and Roy diagnose an air con- 
ditioner. Scott Trainer for Refrigeration & Air Conditioning training in 
the background. 


Myr. Hansen, Cliff, Tommy, Dave and Cliff talk about lathe operation 
while Joe poses, and grins. 
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Billy and Ron work on & ton air conditioner while Ben oversees. 
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R. CRUMB 
A CARTOON FOR EVERY OCCASION F 
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OVER AND BEComES oe 
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THE ONCE SRIGHT KID IS SOME OF THEM WISE UP 
Now JUST RANOID | AND SHAKE THE FILTHY 
Kl A QUIVERING | 

| 


A SELF-ENCLOSED 
OUCH-CUBE OF 
SHOT NERVES ee 


| CREEPO! 


AND NEXT TIME SOME SPEED 
FREAK OFFERS YOU A KIT, 
JUST SMILE AND SAY: 


GO ON USING THE 

ic STUFF FOR YEARS, BAB- 
QLING ON SENSELESSLY TO 
ANYBODY WHO'LL PUT UP WITH IT! 
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WOMEN WHO WAIT 


This is for you, Princess, and to all those wonderful women who wait 
day after day, month after month, year after year. 

The condition of being tied emotionally to the cold gray walls of an Ame- 
rican prison may be one of the most unrewarding experiences on earth. It is 
a classic study of frustration in which month after month, year after year, 
women------ each in her own way and each according to her own capabilities, 
faith, fortitude and fidelity embark on countless journeys which will take them 
once again, face to face with their men who are behind bars. 

To look, but not to touch, to whisper nervously, trite and common-place 
utterrings which convey nothing more than a vast and immeasurable longing 
because the words they truly would speak cannot be properly formed in such 
an environment, but are reserved for some other day and some other time 
more fitting. 

In spite of financial hardships, they come, in spite of job schedules that 
must be rearranged, they come; in spite of everything, they come. One wife 
said in a visiting room "I felt that facing up to my vows in this difficult situ- 
ation is a supreme challenge of my life, and I intend to meet it squarely." 
These words, beyond anything else that could be written, explain the "WHY" 
of.it: Why they will make those arrangements for a day off from work with its 
accompanying loss of income, why they will take scant dollars that are des- 
perately needed at home and use them for bus or taxi fare to a prison. Why 
they will brave the curious and often malicious stares of all manner of people 
who know or suspect that they are off to visit someone in a prison? --Someone 
beyond the pale. Why they will knock ever so firmly on a prison door and say, 
"Let me in, I have come to see my man." 

For her words and actions besides the true meaning of honor as it has 
been properly interpreted since time began. She is, in every sense of the 
word honoring her vows, for better or worse, not because her man is in prison, 
but, in spite of it. 

Some women have found this to be too much of a burden to bear. They 
laid it down and left their men alone. What can be done but to forgive them? 
For we too have shirked responsibilities andknow what it is to disappoint those 
who love us and rely on us. 


Sees ees El Torero 
in 
"THE DOPESTER" 


LOVING AN INMATE 


Loving an inmate isn't all play. 

The life it demands of you isn't so gay. 

It is mostly the having, but not to hold. 

It is being too young or feeling too old. 

It is a life of skimmed milk without any cream.' 
And being in love with a wonderful dream. 


Yes, loving your guy means good-bye at the gate. 
And how many years may you have to wait. 

You veluctantly, painfully let him go. 

While you're aching inside for wanting him so. 
Then you wait for his word that everythings well. 
And bide through a miserable visitless spell. 


But then when you see him, it's laughter together. 
Unconscious of people, the time or the weather. 

It's having him whisper his, 'T love you." 

And your shy reply, "I love you, too." 

'Til then---it's a wonderful promise of love. 

And you know that you are watched by the Father above. 


Loving an inmate is undefined fears. 

And crying at night 'til there aren't any tears. 
Then seeking comfort you kneel down to pray. 
And put your heart in the words that you say. 

You find that your feet are on sand and not sod. 
And your source of strength comes only from God. 


When visiting day comes you are giddy with joy. 
You bounce like a child with a tiny new toy. 

You realize that he is so far away. 

Your love for him grows greater each day. 


So you work and you smile each hour of the day. 

And when he comes home there will be plenty of pay. 
Loving an inmate is loneliness, tears. 

It is heartache, little joy, and informal fears. 

It is a life that most of the time, is not any fun. 

But he's worth it, you'll know, when his time is done. 


--Anonymous -- 
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WHERE THE GOOD GUYS ARE 


GSP NEWS 


Prisons: The Modern Monastery 


By NICHOLAS VON HOFFMAN 


It used to be that if you had a white 
collar job, the absolutely worst thing 
that could happen was that your kid 
might call up and say, "Dad, I've 
only got one phone call so don't get 
mad and hang up, but I'm in jail." 

It used to be that while that was 
the final disgrace -- worse than wel- 
fare even -- it never happened. 

Now all of that is changing. Every 
day thousands of kids are being bust- 
ed for pot, for the draft, for print- 
ing newspapers, for subversive hair- 
styles, for music, for being young in 
public. 

If the trend continues it will be 
the young person without a jail re- 
cord who'll have some explaining to 
do. The new college graduate with a 
spotless arrest sheet may appear to 
the personnel manager of the mid-'70s 
as a maladjusted loner. 

Really disreputable people are 
seldom found in prisons, With all the 
raging and carrying on about the 
Mafia, you have a better chance of 
winning the Irish Sweepstakes than 
meeting a member of this much de- 
nounced organization in any peniten- 
tiary. 

A lot of parents may not see it in 
this light. Prisons, probably through 
no fault of their own, have gotten a 
bad name. They're supposed to be 
places where the worst sort of people 
live, jackroolers, bank robbers, car 
stealers and murderously jealous 
husbands. Naturally a concerned 
parent wouldn't want a child emulat- 
ing such people. 

However, the statistics show that 
most people in these bloodcurdling 


occupations do not live in jails, and 
those who do have made precious 
little money from their work; they're 
scarcely successful enough totrap an 
intelligent young person into copying 
them. 

Todays parent shouldn't think of 
the penitentiary as a place of shame 
but as a modern monastery where a 
young person is shielded from Wash- 
ington law firms, from regulatory 
agencies, from selling second hand 
guns out the back door of the Pentagon, 
from the cost over-runs, from the 
delayed kickback (I do you a favor 
now when I'm in government, you fix 
me up with a fat job later), from all 
the perfectly lawful operations which 
keep their perpetrators out of stir. 

The worst your boy's going to 
learn in jail is how to pick a lock or 
knock over a gas station; there are 
very few persons in jail for commit- 
ting more than a couple of murders-- 
what's the Boston strangler got to 
boast about in comparison with men 
who legally can kill us by taking 
strength from our food, health from 
our water, and life from our air ? 

Many people misjudge jails. They 
think of them as they used to be, full 
of tough, unappetizing rowdies. Nowa- 
days some of the most admirable 
people go io jail. 

Running around loose your boy 
might bump into somebody from John 
W. McCormack's office; in jail he 
might be lucky enough to share a cell 
with Father Berrigan. 

(Nicholas Von Hoffman, staff writer 
for the Washington Post, is a special 
correspondent to The Atlanta Journal.) 


TEMPLE'S CORNER 
arse by Dan Temple 


This paper, under its new editor, has decided to set up this re- 
ligious section. One of the aims and objectives of this section is to 
decimate information about churches and their auxilaries in Medium 
and Minimum. Not any one church, nor any one denomination, but 
all of them. Any news of general interest will be reported. 

Here in Utah, in the middle of Morman Country, it is surprising 
to find more opposition to the Morman Church than anywhere in the 
world. In this state, everyoneis either Morman or Anti-Morman. 
There seems to be no middle ground. As someone once said, "God 
has to help the mojority, because it can not defend itself against the 
minority." 

This column will not be pro or anti anything. It will report the 
activities of the church and its affiliated clubs. If a majority of the 
news is one way it is for one of two reasons: (1) The news is not 
being forwarded to your reporter, or (2) there is no news. Sorry 
about that, but that's the way it is. 

We would like to welcome the Seventh Day Adventist Group. It 
is headed by Tom Bragg and John Boyd. The S.D.A. recently started 
regulary services here for all interested persons. Every Tuesday at 
7:45 p.m. in Medium, Tom & John hold study classes in the Classi- 
fication Boardroom and Church Services are held there every Sater- 
day at 2:00 p.m.. 


Mike McGuern conducted Mother's Day Service in the Chapel. 
The girls in the above photo were from St. Francis School in 


Provo. They sang several songs and made the over-all ser- 
vice the pleasant experience it was. 


HOW PADDY STOLE THE ROPE 


There was once two Irish laboring men; to England they came over; 
They tramped about in search of work from Liverpool to Dover. 
Says Pat to Mick, "I'm tired of this; we're both left in the lurch; 
And if we don't get work, bedad, I'll go and rob a church," 

"What, rob a church!'* says Mick to Pat; "How dare you be so vile? 
There's something sure to happen as you're treading down the aisle. 
But if you go I go with you; we'll get out safe, I hope;" 

So, if you'll listen, I'll tell you here how Paddy stole the rope. 


So off they went with theft intent, the place they wanted finding; 
They broke into a country church which nobody was minding. 

They scraped together all they could and then prepared to slope, 
When Paddy cries out, ''Hold on, Mick, what shall we do for rope? 
We've got no bag to hold the swag, and e'er we get outside, 

With something stout and strong, my lad, the bundle must be tied." 
Just then he spies the old church bell, and quick as an antelope, 

He scrambled up the belfry high to try and steal a rope. 


Now when Paddy up the belfry got, ''Ah-hah, bedad, but stop; 
To get a piece that's long enough, I must climb up to the top." 
So, like a sailor, up he went, and near the top, says he, 

"T think the piece that's underneath quite long enough will be." 
So, holding by one arm and leg, he drew his clasp knife out, 
And right above his big fat head he cut the rope so stout. 

He quite forgot it held him up, and, by the Holy Pope, 

Down to the bottom of the church fell Paddy and the rope. 


"Come out of that," says Mick to Pat, as he on the floor lay groaning, 
"Tf that's the way you cut a rope, no wonder now you're moaning. 

I'll show you how to cut a rope, so just lend me the knife." 

"Be very careful," cries out Pat, "or else you'll lose your life." 

He clambered up the other rope, and, like an artful thief, 

Instead of cutting it above, he cut it underneath. 

The piece fell down and left poor Mick alone up there to cope; 

Says he, "Bad luck unto the day when we came stealing rope." 


Now with Paddy groaning on the floor and Mick hung up high, 

Says Pat, "Come down." "I can't,'' cried Mick, "for if I do, Idie." 
The noise soon brought the beadle round, the sexton and police, 

And although they set poor Micky free, they gave them no release. 
They marched them to the county jail where their conduct now they rue, 
And if they'd got no work before, they've plenty now to do; 

And for their ingenuity they now have larger scope 

Than when they broke into a church to try and steal a rope. 


Author Unknown 
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On May 15th at the Carpenter's Hall in Salt Lake City, Sam Smith introduced 
Fr. Thomas J. Meersman, Catholic Chaplain at the Point-of-the-Mountain to the per- 
sons assembled at the Omaha Woodmen Meeting. Fr. Meersman had been selected 
by the Woodmen to receive the award for the CITIZEN OF THE YEAR, 

Fr. Meersman had been in Utah less than a year when he came to the Point-of- 
the-Mountainin 1956. Prior to this time, he had spent six years in Rome and Vatican 
City studying for the priesthood and earning degrees in Philosophy and Theology. Be- 
fore going to Rome to study, "thePadre" had studied in Boston for a year, and is an 
alumnus of Gonzaga University in Spokane, Wash., and St. Ambrose College in Daven- 
port, Iowa. 

During World WarlII, Fr. Meersman spent a year in Nazi prisons--- Stalag Luft 
Illand Stalag VII-A after his B-17 bomber was shot out of the sky one day over Leipzig 
on his 33rd mission, 'Itwas nothing like Colonel Hogan's life, "commented the Priest 
(ceferring to the popular TV show, Hogan's Heroes) when asked how the life in a Nazi 
prison was. Fr. Meersman is often asked if he became a Catholic priest because he 
was in prison---and if he thought about it while in prison. To these questions "the 
Padre'' said, 'I can only say that while in prison, I thought of two things---getting 
something to eat, and getting out!" This shows that Fr, Meersman is no stranger to 
prisons. 

Fr. Meersman was born and raised in Moline, Illinois whose claim to fame is 
that John Deere invented the plow there. In fact, Fr. Meersman, while a student in 
school worked as a welder for the John Deere Implement Co.. 

Here in Utah heis noted for his TV program, From The Cathedral, that is shown 
weekly on Channel 2 and 9:15 AM, Sundays. They tell us that it is one of the longest 
‘runs! as it is just about 11 years old. Fr. Meersman has done radio work during all 
these years---at times bringing on the show some personnel from the prison. 

We know of his love of travel, especially to Rome. He goes each year, and we 
remember the cards he sent back to the prison last January from his trip around the 
world. Fr. Meersman speaks several languages, being most fluent in Italian, a lan- 
guage he taught at one of the colleges here in Utah. : 

Father has been active in work associated with his calling as a chaplain. He 
helped organize the CAA group for addicts, and serves on the advisory boards of at 
least two organizations in Utah which are organized by individuals, many of them ex- 
cons, who are using their experience as addicts to help others. , 

Father Meersman has spoken many times in almost every AA group in the state 
of Utah, and is scheduled to speak this fall in Idaho as well. He has done outstanding 
work inthis fieldif we are to judge from the reports of the outside AA groups that ou 
to the prison on Sundays. Inthis regard, he has been a regular participant at the Uta 
School on Alcohol Studies at the University of Utah. : 

His famous hat, a Borsalino bought in Rome, is shown in the picture. He buys, 
so he tells us----two each year, and you can rollit up, crush it, put it in your ae 
ket, or domost anything you want with it. If the good Father has any single trademar 
---the hat must be it. 

We congratulate Fr. Meersman on his awar 
ness, and Borsalino hats, in his work. 


d, and wish him a lifetime of happi- 


THE MAN IN THE GLASS 
---Author Unknown to P.N. 


When you get what you want in your struggle for self 
And the world makes you a king for a day, 

Just go to the mirror and look at yourself, 

And see what THAT man has to say. 


For it isn't your father or mother or wife 

Who judgement upon you must pass; 

The fellow whose verdict counts most in your life 
Is the one staring back from the glass. 


Some people may think you a straight-shootin' chum 
And call you a wonderful guy, 

But the man in glass says you're only a bum 

If you can't look him straight in the eye. 


He's the fellow to please, never mind all the rest, 
For he's with you clear up to the end, 

And you've passed your most dangerous, difficult test 
If the man in the glass is your friend. 


You may fool the whole world down the pathway of years 
And gets pats on the back as you pass, 

But your final reward will be heartaches and tears-- 

If you've cheated the man in the glass. 


NOT OUR DESCENDENTS 


Three monkeys sat in a cocoanut tree, 
Discussing things as they used to be; 

Said one to the others, ''"Now listen you two, 
There's a certain rumor that can't be true... 
That man descended from our noble race; 
The very idea is a shameful disgrace, 

No monkey ever deserted his wife 

Starved her babies and ruined her life; 

And you've never known another monk 

To leave her babies with another to bunk; 

Or pass them from one to another, 

Till they scarcely know who is their mother. 
And another thing you'll never see, 

A monk build a fence 'round a, cocoanut tree, 
And let the cocoanut go to waste, 

Forbidding the other monks to havea taste. 
Why, if I'd put a fence around a tree, 
Starvation would force you to steal from me. 
Here's another thing a monk won't do, 

Go out at night and get in a stew; 

Or use a gun, aclub, or a knife, 

To take some other poor monkey's life, 


Yes, man descended the ornery cuss, 
But, brother, he didn't descend from us. 


SEMINARY AWARDS 
By Dan Temple 


On June 4, 1970, the Third Annual Seminary Achievement Award Program was held in 
the chapel at 7 p.m. 

This program was the culmination of the year's work for the members of the seminary 
classes at Medium Security or Minimum. Certificates of Achievement were awarded for ei- 
ther one, two, or three years of study. Outside guests and members of the student's family 
attended. 

The meeting was conductedby Keith Haggard. Testimonies were given by Ricardo Arch- 
uletta, Larry Holt, Danny Richards, and Don Tolman. The Minimum Security Choras sang 
two numbers: 'He! and 'Not Now But In The Coming Year’. 

Brother Merrill B, Hansen, the Medium Security seminary teacher is leaving us anda 
very special memento was presented to him by Larry Holt in behalf of all of his students. 
Brother Walter T, Stewart, the Minimum Security seminary teacher was also honored by his 
students, 

In appreciation of their services to the seminary program, Brother Hansen presented 
Special Awards to five students: Keith Haggard, Larry Holt, George Jackson, Don Tolman, 
and John Vickers, 

Brother William E, Berrett, Administrator; Seminaries and Institutes of Religion, in- 
troduced the guest speaker, Elder Marvin J. Ashton, Assistant to the Council of Twelve and 
Director of Unified Social Services of the L.D.S. Church. He gave a very inspiring talk. 

The awarda and certificates were presented by William E. Berrett, Merrill B. Hansen, 
and Walter T, Stewart. Students receiving awards were: First Year Awards- Gordon An- 
dreason, Ricarde Archuletta, Douglas Badhawk, Danny Wardle, John Bates, Larry Jackson, 
Dale Johnson, Gharles Knowles, Mike McGuern, Kelvin Neilson, Elmer Peck, Danny Rich- 
ards, Tom Smith, Dan Temple, and Don Tolman. Second Year Awards- Keith Haggard, Har- 
vey Hathaway, Larry Holt, George Jackson, and Virgil McDorman. Third Year Awards- 
John Vickers and Ed Wilson. Incidently, Ed Wilson, who has been released, came back to 
get his award and also gave his testimony. 

Remarks and short talks after the presentations of certificates were given by William E, 
Berrett, Walter T, Stewart, and Chaplain Alan Baird. 

After a elesing prayer by George Jackson, the meeting adjourned to the classroom for 
refreshments (pie, icecream, and punch) and a social hour spent with loved ones and friends 
before it was necessary to close the evening. q 

We would algo like to give a special personal thanks to Dan Christensen, the Medium Se- 
curity Sunday School teacher and accompaniest, who attended the award night and has been 
such a help to us here, 


The new minister of a small-town church was 
calling at several homes in an effort to secure more 
members for his congregation. In one home, where 
the husband was absent, the preacher asked, "What 
makes you think your husband is so religious ?" 

"Well," the wife replied, 'I know he loves his 
enemies," 

"That's fine. What enemies does he have?" 

"Oh, his worst ones are whiskey and wild women" 


HELP WANTED 


Men wanted- large industrial prison 
has many new jobs for the right men. 
If you're looking for a job that will be 
rewarding, with no lay-offs, look at 
what we offer, my friend: 

Fast advancement 

Five day work week 

Free medical care 

Free entertainment 

Paid holidays 

Free room and board 

Recreational activities 

Yes, all this and more is at your fin- 
ger-tips. So wait no longer my friend 
Write today to: J. W. Turner, Box 
250, Draper, Utah. 


Man - Wanted - Now! 

If you're tired of the same old job, 
try something new! Fitness company 
is now looking for salesmen to demon- 
strate new weight lifting equipment, 
the man we are looking for must be 
willing to spend much of his time in 
demonstrating to others the benefits 
of weight lifting. It would also be 
helpful if this man had some of the 
characteristics of weight lifting him- 
self, such as being angry, antagonis- 
tic, dangerous, arrogant, etc. 


Help Wanted 

Man to write want ads for Pointer 
News. Must be able to say nice things 
about anything to do with weight lift- 


ing in general. Contact Editor -Poin- 
ter News- B 233 


DUDLEY DO-RIGHT OF THE ISSUE AWARD 


Sunday, August 2nd, in the dreary corridor of the Utah 
State Prison, Lt. Pace Richards in search of some unmention- 
able infraction of the rules took it upon himself to cut the lock 
off the POINTER NEWS office and search diligently for the 
evidence that some dasterdly crime had been committed. Af- 
ter completing asearch that produced NOTHING, Lt. Richards 
proceeded to put a_lock of his origin on the door----- this not 
only making it impossible for the editor to enter and do his job 
but cleverly preventing the possibility of any future misuse of 
the office (NO MISUSE DETECTED) by making sure there is 
no unsupervised use of the office period. Lt. Richards not 
wishing to receive the glory which follows such masterful deeds, 
I suppose, decided not to include any mention of this action in 
his report for the day. Because of this, Lt. Richards you have 
not only earned these few words of recognition, but truly pro- 
ven that you are a man among men. 


This Award Compliments of the Editor 


